CHAPTER VI
IN  THE  BOX
MARJORIE FERRAR stepped into the Box, not exactly
nervous, and only just * made-up.' The papers would
record a black costume with chinchilla fur and a black hat.
She kissed the air in front of the book, took a deep breath,
and turned to Mr. Bullfry.
For the last five days she had resented more and more
the way this case had taken charge of her. She had initi-
ated it, and it had completely deprived her of initiative.
She had, in fact, made the old discovery, that when the
machinery of quarrel is once put in motion, much more
than pressure of the starting button is required to stop
its revolutions. She was feeling that it would serve Alec
and the lawyers right if all went wrong.
The voice of Mr. Bullfry, carefully adjusted, soothed
her. His questions were familiar, and with each answer
her confidence increased, her voice sounded clear and
pleasant in her ears. And she stood at ease, making her
figure as boyish as she could. Her performance, she felt,
was interesting to the judge, the jury, and all those people
up there, whom she could dimly see. If only c that little
snob' had not been seated, expressionless, between her
and her Counsel! When at length Mr. Bullfry sat down
and Sir James Foskisson got up, she almost succumbed to
the longing to powder her nose. Clasping the Box, she
resisted it, and while he turned his papers, and hitched
his gown, the first tremor of the morning passed down